A NIGHT AT PIETRAMALA
the horror only really began when we went to
bed. For the bedrooms of the Inn were without
fireplaces 5 there was no possibility of heating
them. In those bedrooms one could have pre-
served mutton indefinitely. Still dressed in all
the woolly garments we possessed, we got into our
stony beds. Outside the wind continued to howl
among the hills. While the sheets were yet un-
thawedj sleep was out of the question. I lay
awake listening to the noise of the wind and
wondering what would be the effect of the hurri-
cane on those flaming jets of natural gas for which
Pietramala is renowned. Would the wind blow
out those giant will-o'-the-wisps ? Or would
they burn on in spite of it ? The thought of
flames was comforting ; I dwelt on them with
a certain complaisance.

They are not uncommon, these jets of fire,
among the northern Apennines. Salsornaggiore,
for example, owes its coat of arms, a salamander
among the flames, to its fountains of natural gas,
It is in this gaseous form alone that the hydro-
carbons of the Apennines make their appearance
at the centre of the chain. On the outer slopes
they are to be found in the more commercially
useful form of petroleum, which is now extracted
in small quantities from the foothills in the neigh-
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